THE air was clean and cool · after a night's rain. A faint breeze stirred the trees, shadows of leaves flickered across the green lawn. By the open window sat a graying, middle-aged man. On the desk before him lay a newspaper. His face was set and grave. Vaguely and absent-mindedly he noted-the fragrance of grass, of leaves, of pine needles, of syringa in bloom; he heard the buzz of bees, the twittering of sparrows, the song of a wren perched on the top of its man-made house in the crotch of a tree; he watched a squirrel busily hunting for acorns buried in the garden and a chipmunk rushing to and fro on some mysterious errand. Across the. way he saw a little girl whose golden hair shone in the sunlight. She was so busily occupied, now with her tiny waggon, then with her swing, now digging trenches or building houses in her sand pile, then demolishing all of them and starting afresh. The hum of an aeroplane caused her to look up, quickly she brushed her hands against her dress, cast a swift glance at the passing plane, and proceeded with her manifold tasks.
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It was a peaceful scene, a beautiful day. The man at the window observed it all with a strange, far-away look in sad, tired eyes. The hum of the plane and the slight notice paid to it by the little girl brought into sharp relief the full meaning of what he had just read, conjured up in his mind memory-pictures of quiet, beautiful scenes in the distant land of his childhood. He recalled so clearly a little town by the sea, far away in Arctic Norway; the impression it had made upon him when as a boy of eleven he first saw it; the sight and smell of it when as a youth he brought fish to the market there; the last glimpse of its waterfront, warehouses, and homes from the deck of the departing steamer on a sunlit summer day two years before. It was a quiet, sleepy, rather insignificant little town, not much more than a hamlet by the sea; a town never before featured in the newspaper press of the great world until that day in May, 1940, when the telegraph flashed the news to the four corners of the earth-((Bodo, a small town in northern Norway, was last night wiped out by a German air attack." To the man by the window it was a soul-searing message. From the recesses of his memory he summoned pictures of this place; from the paper 280 before him he had read the description of its · destruction; in his mind he reconstructed scenes. _ of that dreadful act and pondered its meaning and significance.
Bodo was located on the north side of a low peninsula, strung out along the shores of an inlet opening on the Arctic Ocean. To the south on the other side of the peninsula was a fjord, and beyond it a mighty row of magnificent mountain peaks which on a clear day seemed like guarding walls though they were ten to thirty miles distant from the town itself. To the west the view of the ocean was obstructed by rocky, barren islands; to the north a gap between an island and the mainland offered a marvellous vista. There fifteen miles to the northward a mountain rose precipitously from the sea. Stern and forbidding though-it was, it had been named Landego (the good land) because it gave shelter to the · storm-tossed mariner who had crossed that great arm of the ·ocean, the Westfjord, ·thrust between the mainland and the mighty Lofoten Alps fifty miles distant. From the waterfront on a clear day one could see this imposing row of mountains between whose peaks the midnight sun cast its magical, eery light during June and early July. Two miles east of Bodo the land rose abruptly to a height of a thousand feet. The mountain-side was covered with white birches, and at the top was a small restaurant to which inhabitants of town and country-side, tourists and other visitors :flocked on summer nights. From its balcony they feasted on the View of fjord and sea, ships and islands, the Lofoten Alps and the sun at midnight far to the north. Here young and old dined, talked, smoked and enjoyed the beauty all about them. Life was not perfect but it was pleasant, orderly and secure. Law and justice were enthroned in the land; internal strife and external war were unknown to these humble folk; violent ha.tred and bloodshed were not only outside the realm of their experience but of their imagination as well. · From thousands of gossamer threads of memory, the pensive man wove a tapestry with pictures of that village and the life therein. He had first gazed upon it with the wondering, slightly awe-struck eyes of the young country boy on his first visit to an urban community, where houses were numbered by the hundreds and packed closely together, where men and women appeared onweek-days in what he thought was holiday attire, and where shop windows displayed toys and confections only read about in books.
He had marvelled at the splendour of the town house of a patrician family, which dominated the public square, and he had thrilled to the marching and playing of a uniformed band which marked the celebration that day of the safe arrival of a national hero, Fridtjof Nansen, from his fam0us North· Polar expedition. . Later as a youth he had visited Bodo nearly every day during the summer months, bringing freshly caught salmon to the housewives there. He remembered so vividly the sights and smells as he trudged through its main street with the fish. For him the day seemed far advanced: he had been up and at work for more than three hours when the townsfolk were first bestirring themselves. The youthful appetite was whetted by delicious odours from the bakeries, . the smell of freshly brewed coffee in the homes where he called. There was an air of quiet friendliness about it all. · Housewives proffered coffee with true Norwegian hospitality. When the catch was disposed of, the young fisherman and his companions gathered in the small, low-ceilinged restaurant of a local dairy. There with the pint of skimmed milk he had purchased he would consume the rye sandwiches he had brought from home in his pocket.
At the restaurant and on street corners asseJl1bled fishermen, sailors · and pilots en rouie to and from fishing stations. They swopped stories about wind . and weather, the failure or success of past seasons and the prospects for future ones. They were slowmoving on land, but how quick aboard ship! In the simple, plain language of sailors and fishermen they discussed fair weather and foul, joys and hardships, hairbreadth escapes, shipwrecks, mistakes Oargely the other fellow's), and deeds of valour. They smelled of fish and of strong tobacco; men clear-eyed and ruddy, with simple pleasures, who knew want and hardship but harboured no ·bitter-ness toward other men, the government, or · the social system. , Their fight was with the elements, not with God or man. Their religious .faith was literal and implicit. They felt certain that at times a higher hand had guided the boat when darkness and storm had blotted out beacon and landmarks. A bit casual in their devotion perhaps, their theology was outlined in the Lutheran Catechism; and they were little bothered by religious dou. bt. God was in His heaven. As for man, of course this or that one might be a sneak, a weakling, a louse; but, by and large, mankind was pretty decent, and each individual was worth saving from . shipwreck and drowning even at the risk of the rescuer's own life.
He recalled the grand celebrations staged when a portion of the quay had been completed and the first sections of the breakwater finished. There were speeches, toasts, cheers and songs. These were events of the first magnitude in the history of Bodo and the neighbouring districts. The harbour was not naturally a _ good one, and landings had been difficult when a fierce sou'wester whipped the sea and long white breakers rolled against the wharves. The town was poor; it had no industries, no shipping, and in those days its sailors did not participate in Arctic seal-hunting. It was a port of call for coastal steamers and a distributing centre for large inland districts, dependent like the town itself upon the uncertain and temperamental wanderings of the cod .and herring. Hence public improvements were achieved only at heavy sacrifice, and were regarded in a peculiar sense as the property not only of the whole community but of every individual member thereof; their successful completion brought a feeling of victory and of hope.
Years had passed since the gray-haired man sold fish in Bodo. Looking back he realized that· more than half his life had been spent far away from the little town by the sea. But on several occasions he had been there for short visits, and he had then noted many changes and improvements. Quay and breakwater had been lengthened; an indifferent harbour had become an excellent one where not only boats and ships could ride safely at anchor, but where sea-planes could land ·in all kinds of weather. During the World War citizens of Bodo had acquired ships, had begun to participate in the hunt for seal from the White Sea to the coast of Greenland. Roads radiated to remote parts of the country, and by 1937 one could travel by automobile or bus to OsloJ Stockholm and the other important centres of the Scandinavian peninsula. Then there was life and activity in the town even between the fishing seasons, and at its public markets there was not only fish fo.r sale but flowers, fruit and .vegetables. Substantial buildings of gray granite had replaced the old frame structures which had housed the banks and other public institutions. A very large and modern co-operative creamery served the farmer far inland, and an up-to-date and well-equipped hospital took care of the sick for a territory of nearly ten thousand square miles. This hospital_ was a ·source of pride and joy to the entire population. Solidly built of granite, located outside the town, and surrounded by spacious and well-kept lawns, it was admirably designed for ministering to the afflicted.
From a small village Bodo had grown to a comfortable town of . six thousand. It had a museum, a small art gallery, movie houses} a little permanent theatre, and a club for the elect, named, with a slight touch of ostentation, the "Athenaeum." All this was called to mind by the erstwhile fisherman. His last glimpse of Bodo had been on a bright sunny day in early July. Sea and land were bathed in sunshine; the odour of birch leaves was stronger than the smell of fish and seaweed; and as the departing ship turned around the westernmost point of the Bodo peninsula, the tall spire of the church pointed to a cloudless sky. The air was clean and fresh; nature and people reflected peace and contentment.
All this was less than two years ago. On the evening of May 29,
1940} the harbingers of German Kultur, the forerunners of Hitler's new order, swooped down upon Bodo. The town had never been fortified; it had neither ground-nor air-defence. The agents of destruction had an easy task. High-powered bombs blasted quay and breakwater, the patrician dwelling by the market-place, banks and creamery, church and hospital. The latter two buildings stood clearly apart, houses of love and mercy, and they received special attention from bombers which flew safely . down almost to roof-level. The church, a frame and timber structure, was easy.
A direct hit and it was ablaze. The hospital caused more difficulty. Time and again the bombers swooped low over the roof marked with a gigantic red cross; nine bombs were dropped-all direct hits. Frantically, white-dad nurses ~trove to drag or carry their charges from this inferno. Down came the planes; rat-tat-tat went the machine-guns, spraying the sick and the wounded} nurses and doctors, with a rain of death.
By midnight the task of destruction was completed. Fiercely burned a hundred fires; the awful pall of black, ~crid smoke blotted out the mellow rays of the midnight sun, destroyed the fresh fragrance of the birches on the mountain-side, · stilled the songbirds recently arrived in their northern homes, obscured that magnificent vista of sea, land, and mountains. Amid the ruins of the homes} stores and warehouses of the little town by the sea, lay maimed and dead, men, women and children. Here lay a nurse, her charge still in her arms, her neat uniform stained with blood, there a stout, weather-bitten fisherman, arm and side blown off} yonder a mother clutching her child. The noise had subsided: only the crackling of the enormous funeral pyre broke the stillness of the summer night.
Along roads and paths leading away from the doomed town, trudging wearily over moors and up hillsides, went young men and young women, old men and old women, tiny blond children clutching a few prized possessions . . All were stunned, utterly bewildered. Their homes were destroyed, their belongings gone, their world completely shattered. Not only had its physical content been annihilated, but the faith, ideals, beliefs, which form the essence or human existence, had been blown to bits by powers released from ·the pit and bottom of helL Whence had the agents of destruction come? Whom did they represent? They came from a land regarded with love and affection by these men and women, so cruelly murdered or rendered destitute and homeless. In the church, now a flaming torch, they hadsung the great hymns written by a Martin Luther and a Paul Gerhardt, to . tunes composed by a Johann Sebastian Bach. Every man, woman and child -knew of these Germans: they had honoured their homeland, a land once highly civilized, a Christian land; they had refused to believe that even Hitler could be so black as he had been painted. After the World War a Norwegian, Fridtjof Nansen, had been instrumental in freeing 427,000 German prisoners of war from camps in the wilds of Siberia where one by one their comrades had sickened and died. Thousands of German tourists had enjoyed the hospitality of Bodo and had seemingly been charmed by the town, the famous tide-current, and the view from the restaurant on the mountain. In the years 1919-25, scores of Germans had been given employment as bricklayers, masons and chauffeurs. The German youth, the Wandervogel, had been especially well treated. These groups had .scoured the country-side, all the while making notes of roads, mountain paths, bridges, tunnels, arsenals-maps of great importance to an invading force. Thousands of undernourished Austrian and German children had been taken into Norwegian homes and n-ursed to health and strength. And now these boys had returned as men to rob, burn and murder. Time and again the German Reich had assured the government and people of Norway that they were regarded with friendliness and affection.
All these things were well known to those who fled from Bodo. Their tranquil world was gone forever. They ·had drained the bitterest cup offered to mortals, a cup which makes the soul shiver. They had learned. that the German people who had received from Norway nothing but good had repaid that good with evil. The dead had peace; the souls . of the living were seared with frightful visions of deeds executed by men who must have been conceived in the womb of hell. From that night hatred, deep and inextinguishable, has burned fiercely in the hearts of the survivors of the holocaust at Bodo.
These and-many other reflections passed through the mind of the man as he watched the peaceful American scene from his study window. He visualized the desolate state, the destruction of his native town, and the German airmen winging their way to their base after the completion of their foul mission. They had faithfully executed the order to wipe out a peaceful open town; what a welcome message they could send their great, beloved FUhrer! He would praise and perchance bestow iron crosses on them for the new glory, the added lustre brought to their brave race, to their heroic Fatherland!
